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Summary: Lieutenant Randolph, or rather, ex-Lieutenant Randolph has 
been demoted and is working her punishment off at Arkham Asylum, 
before she can get the promotion she wants she has to endure a month 
of madness. But we all know its harder to tame the lion than to catch 
it. Or in this case, stay sane when housed with the notorious Clown 
Prince of Crime. (Dark Joker/OC) 


Amongst the Wild 

** (There's not many Joker/OC stories so I took the liberty of writing 
my own, but with a dark, twisted edge to it... I don't own any of the 
characters besides OC's, and don't expect consistent updates. I'll 
update when I do. Thanks and if you enjoy please leave a review 
; 3) ** 
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><pxem>l: Demotions Sucks<em> 

Regret was not a feeling Tegan was familiar with. She lived a life in 
the present, going with the decision that let her live to the 
fullest. She did live in Gotham after all, so living life to the 
fullest was necessary with such a high death rate. Or maybe it was 
just her. 

Either way, the only thing she was regretting right now was what 
she'd done earlier, and Gordon was riding her ass for it. 

"It is completely unprofessional for a police officer to indulge in 
such antics in an office environment! Especially when the stakes are 
as high as they are now!" 

Tegan ' s mouth creased into a frown, shifting a bit uncomfortably in 
her chair at Gordon's harsh grilling. She was beginning to understand 



why he interrogated people so often... Even if he was nice to her 
often, she'd managed to push her luck too far this time. 

"I'm sorry Gordon, but Bullock is a real-" he gave her a hard look, 
and she quickly changed the direction of her sentence, "-grumpy man, 
and when he called me an insolent child with no future in the police 
business. So I made him eat his words." 

"By putting glue on his chair then setting his pants on fire?" 

There was a pause as Tegan ' s frown grew deeper, "Well, I'd like to 
say that the punishment for disgracing your superior in Ancient 
Greece was much worse than that-" 

"Ancient Greece?! This is not Ancient Greece, nor are you Bullock's 
superior!" Gordon exclaimed exasperatedly , leaning forward on his 
desk, sending his glasses off kilter on his face. 

"I am soon to be his superior and I thought a lesson-" 

"No! You won't soon be anything to him. Not until you can prove 
you're completely mature and ready for the job. You may be one of the 
best officers we have now, but I won't tolerate anymore of these, 
these games! Not when Gotham is like it is. As a punishment you will 
be demoted and working long shifts at Arkham Asylum." 

Tegan ' s mouth fell open, and she immediately jumped to her feet in 
defensive horror. "Arkham? Gordon c'mon I'ma go crazy if I work a 
single week there! Don't make me work at the looney bin. I'm begging 
you . " 

He smirked triumphantly at her submissive gesture, before gathering 
himself and sitting more relaxed into the chair. Now, he was hoping 
she'd be more thoughtful of her actions. Though the police force - 
and admittedly himself - would miss her for the period of time she 

was gone. "I'm sorry, but you brought this upon yourself. It's only a 

month, the rest of the information you need will be briefed to you in 
the file on your desk. It will be there for you when you get back, 
and then we can consider your promotion." 

Tegan sighed, slowly getting to her feet and turning around before 
leaving the office. She made sure her movements were drawn out, 
trying to dramatically take her exit as to let the point that she 
didn't want to do this sink into Gordon. He got the message, but he 

only shook his head as she headed to her secluded office. 

A huff escaped her lips when she picked up the manila folder on her 
desk, throwing it down again before flopping in her wheelie chair. 
With one look around her colorfully decorated office she knew she'd 
miss this place, especially all the adrenaline that came with being 
an officer. Though now, she supposed, she'd either get a lot more 
excitement, or very little of it at the Asylum. She just wasn't sure 
which one she preferred. . . It was different being the one to catch 
the bad guys and bringing them in, than to keep them in. Especially 
with the reputation she held. She could only hope none of the inmates 
remembered her from the many raids she went on. 

Then someone entered her office, the only reason she knew with her 
closed eyes whom it was, was the pounding footsteps that reminded her 
of an elephant walking. "Bullock." She sneered, opening her eyes and 



narrowing the my to slits at the larger than life, plump, nearly bald 
man in her doorway. 


"Randolph. Fancy this, you're being demoted, and I'm here to collect 
your gun and badge." Tegan wanted nothing more than to smack the 
smile from her face, but she settled with a devious smirk, taking her 
gun and badge from her jacket and hanging it in the air for him to 
take . 

"How's sitting down going for you Bullock? Or is your butt still too 
sore to sit on." She offered him a mocking pout, feigning sadness for 
his pain as his face turned red. He swooped over as fast as an 
elephant-man could and took the gun and badge, leaving her room in a 
quick waddle with pink ears and a bulging vein in his 
forehead . 

Tegan may have been regretting her initial decision to set his pants 
on fire, but she supposed for the next month she could hold onto the 
memories of his screaming face while she worked at hell. Then she 
could be his superior, and he would have to answer to her. That was, 
if she made it out sane. 

- 0 - 

After a few short goodbyes and the packing of minimal objects, as she 
would be returning to her office in a month, Tegan was escorted to a 
car where her necessities were packed, as she would be working a 
round the clock job at Arkham, which meant she'd need to live there 
too. You could imagine her joy when she found out. 

Her apartment was small and only she lived in it, so it wasn't too 
hard to arrange for someone to check in every once and a while to 
make sure her house wasn't being robbed. Not that she had many 
sentimental valuables there; they stayed at her mom's and grand mom's 
house back in Chicago. 

"Ready to go?" 

Tegan glanced around at her small box of valuables and the bag with 
her change of clothes. "As I'll ever be," she mumbled, earning a 
sympathetic glance from the Taxi driver, which she didn't notice. 

As the car jerked forward, Tegan sighed and looked at the folder in 
her lap. She had yet to glance at it, as she was still coming to 
terms with actually living and working at Arkham for a month. She 
almost threw up at the mere thought, but decided she'd indulge in 
reading instead. 

Upon opening it she was met with an index, the first three chapters 
being about Arkham: it's purpose, it's background, it's previous 
inmates and wardens. She was interested in any of that, instead 
flipping to the lengthy protocol and picking out some of the things 
she thought she'd need to know: 

"Arkham Asylum has had a past of many breakouts despite its top notch 
security and heavily guarded exits and entrances. The inmates seemed 
to have developed holes in the system, though over the ears, these 
cracks have been filled as of late and will continue to do so over 
the years . 



"Guards have a certain skill set, which includes a physical range of 
speed, agility, and strength to suppress any riots or ramped 
patients. The most vital ability needed is a strong mental and 
emotional capacity; without it, many have succumbed to the madness 
that lives in the halls and even fallen victim to the patients 
themselves . 

"It's necessary to follow the rules to not develop a law suit against 
the Asylum, though this does not occur often as there is a probable 
cause for most action against the inmates. Normal protocol is the 
same as in Blackgate and Police force, read from the guidelines of 
each or the other for specifics. 

"There is, however, a specific protocol that can only be applied to 
Arkham, which is as follows: 

"1. There is to be no items that are not approved by the warden to 
enter the building that are sharp or may possess the ability to give 
the upper hand to any patient in escaping or harming anyone. 

"2. If any consulting whatsoever with a patient beyond professional 
work is encountered, the worker charged shall be expelled from the 
business and pressed with charges of accessory to crime. 

"3. After six thirty there will be no visitors or psychiatrists 
unless specified otherwise. Night Guards and the warden are allowed 
access to any part of the building at and after this time and the 
only inhabitants of the building besides inmates. 

"4. To carry a weapon of any sort in the building you must have a 
permit granted specifically from the government and your skills 
approved by the warden. Knives are not approved within Arkham 's 
premise, only guns and batons." 

Tegan read on, skimming over the next few paragraphs on protocol in 
specific places. Most of it was obvious, like the high amount of 
guards in lunch room, the more skilled security in the uber looney 
wing, specific amounts of guards given the intensity of the 
patient... They would surely go into detail once she got there, but 
before she could get much further she was at the trolley that would 
bring her to Arkham island. 

Tegan climbed out of the car, half heartedly thanking the Taxi driver 
as she lugged her stuff to the nearly vacant trolley station. 
Literally no one was there save a single ticket lady, and even she 
looked as desolate as the station was. 

After buying a ticket she climbed on the trolley, waiting for the 
half an hour ride to commence, deciding she'd pass the time by 
reading more into the packet. 

"Arkham 's most memorable inmates have been the largest crime lords in 
the United States, possibly even the world. Its not only home to 
mobs, but to patients who are genuinely not able to live in the 
public due to their disability being dangerous, though they have no 
record of violence themselves. 

"Specific groups have been developed for inmates to help their 
healing processes and to share their experiences for companionship 
that is desperately needed to become a member of society again. They 



include the following: schizophrenics, insomniacs, paranoids, PTSD, 
group a (scarred pasts) , group b (forgotten pasts) , group c (abuse) , 
group d (talking of the future), group e (for everyone, save extreme 
mental patients) , infinities (the extreme mental patients) , and the 
rogues. As a result of this seclusion to people of the same 
qualities, healing has been considerably better and given insight to 
the patients on an individual level. 

"The rogues are the most known group, nicknamed so for their specific 
abilities in and out of Gotham, where only the most skilled doctors 
work to understand each member better as to cure them. Though it has 
been concluded that it is nearly impossible to make progress, hope 
has not been given up." 

"Yep that's enough," Tegan said to herself, rubbing her eyes with the 
back of her hands. "Im not reading any more of this sappy stuff. Me 
being here is essentially pointless, especially since there is a full 
house . " 

The trolley jerked to a stop, and an equally as creaky voice came 
over the speaker telling her it was her time to disembark. She took 
her time getting off, watching the trolley ride back to land leave 
her alone. 

A car waited to pick her up, it being a sleek black car driven by a 
silent man who brought her to her destination. She left the car, 
carrying her things for what felt like the umpteenth time that day. 
The car drove away, but she couldn't peel her eyes from the desolate 
building in front of her. It was Arkham Asylum in all its grand 
glory, note the sarcasm. 

She sighed, it looked like a scene straight from the movie. 

If only they added a bit of lightening it would be ideal. 

She snickered at her own thought and approached the entrance, walking 
past a few curious guards until she came across the real security 
system. It was a number of machines that reminded her of an airport 
security system, which she went through with flying colors, only 
questioned once on whom she was, which she was thankful for. On the 
other side of the security there was a man in a black suit waiting 
for her, suspenders peaking out from beneath his jacket as he smiled 
nearly forcefully at her. 

"Hi, I'm Jospeh Arkham, it's a pleasure meeting you. You must be the 
new guard Gordon sent in, Randolph, right?" 

Tegan mirrored his smile and held out her hand, shaking his as best 
she could with her bag and box in arm. "That's me." 

"It seems I have a lot to thank you for, I've heard of your close 
work with Gordon and the... Batman." 

Tegan ' s smile grew a bit more forced and thin lipped, but she kept a 
mostly indifferent face. "Haven't worked directly with the Bat, but 
me and Gordon have cracked a few of the more extreme cases." 

"Yes, which is better than nothing at all, so I greatly thank you. 
I've also learned the circumstances of your coming and what Gordon 
wants, so I'm here to brief you on where you'll be staying and 



working, assuming you've read the whole of the folder." She confirmed 
it with a nod, so he continued. "There will be a chamber set aside 
for you, separate from the others as you are the only round the clock 
female guard we have. Your work will vary depending on what's needed, 
but given Gordon's voluptuous talk about your skills I will probably 
have you working in with the more... extreme cases." 

Tegan tried to not let the sour expression that threatened to come on 
her face at the thought of working anywhere near the psychos. "Of 
course. Whatever you need me to do." 

"If you have any other questions my office is right down the hall 
from here. I will have one of the advanced guards show you to your 

room and a tour of Arkham. If you need any help he's there as well, 

his name is Horace, and he's one of my most trusted advisors as well. 
Be sure to follow his orders when given and you will get along here 
just fine . " 

Tegan took in all the information as best as possible, but then 

again, she was in an Asylum... surrounded by lunatics. How was she 

supposed to react in a positive manner whatsoever? 

She was led by Joseph to where Horace was, in which he formally 
turned and left without a "hello" or introduction whatsoever. He just 
led her to her private room and explained where the bathroom was, 
following it up by handing her a map and telling her to be ready for 
her work tomorrow. Also explaining that she'd be eating alone to get 
used to her room. 

Tegan didn't get a chance to ask anything, only able to turn and 
watch the guy leave her alone in the nearly wholly white room. "I'm 
going to like this place a lot, I can tell." 

She looked about the empty room, which was white and lacking in 
furniture despite a desk, cot, and dresser. She unpacked her clothes, 
hung up a few things to add a bit of color to the dull room, and sat 
on her bed with the folder, badge, uniform, and newly acquired map in 
hand. For the next month she would surrender her title as Lieutenant 
in the police force to be an Arkham guard. And for the next month, 
she was sure she'd lose what little grasp on her short temper she had 
left . 

"All for a good cause, soon I'll be working over Bullock and this'll 
all be a thing of the past." She scoffed at her attempt of optimism, 
"if I make it out alive. Or at all for that matter." With a smirk on 
her face for her wry humor, Tegan closed her eyes, deciding a nap was 
in order. 


End 
f ile . 



